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"I'm not going back to work," he said.
"Neither am I," said Pavel.
"I'm going to the bathhouse." Andrei gave a short laugh
and began to collect his clothes. He left the house in low
spirits.
The mother followed him with a sympathetic glance.
"You can say what you like, Pavel," she said. "I know
it's a sin to kill a man, but I don't hold anybody guilty. I
feel sorry for Isai, he was such a nobody. When I looked
at him today I remembered tfiat he had threatened to
hang you, but it didn't make me hate him or be glad he
was dead. I simply felt sorry for him. But now—I don't
even feel sorry." She became silent and thoughtful before
she added, with a smile of surprise, "Dear me, hear.what
I'm saying, Pasha?"
Evidently he did not, for he answered gl'oomily, as he
paced the floor with downcast eyes, "That's life for you!
See how people are set against each other? You find your-
self striking someone without wanting to. And who is it
you strike? Some poor creature who has no more rights
than you have. In this case he's even less fortunate than
you, because he's stupid. The police and the gendarmes
and the spies are all our enemies. But all of them are peo-
ple like us, who have the blood sucked out of them in the
same way and are looked down upon just as we are.
We're all the same. But the bosses have set people against
each other, blinding them with fear and nonsense, tying
them hand and foot, squeezing them and sucking their
blood, making them beat "and crush each other. They've
turned people into guns and clubs and stones, and say:
'That is the State.' "
He went over to his mother.
"It's criminal, mother. The vicious murdering of mil-
lions of people. The murdering of human souls. Do you
see it? Killers of souls. And do you see the difference be-
tween them and us? When we strike a fellow it is disgust-
ing, shameful, hurtful—mostly disgusting. But they kill
thousands of people calmly and mercilessly, without any

